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What Bothered Bob 


Bob could not go to sleep. Lying awake, 
he kept thinking of something the preacher had 
said that morning: “Are you swre you will go to 
heaven?” 

“How can vou tell?” Bob asked himself again. 
“I wish I knew.” 





Poor Bob. Too bad he didn’t know about John 
17:3, which says, “This is life eternal, that they 
might know . . . Jesus.” 

You see, if you know Jesus, if He is your friend, 
you will have eternal life. If you don’t know Him, 
you will be lost. Simple, isn’t it? 

It is something like the day John made out the 
list of people he was going to invite to his birthday 
party. 

“Now remember,’ 
five, and no more.” 

John got out paper and pencil. Whom should 
he invite? Of course, there was Jim, his best friend. 
He wrote his name. There were Dick and Al, who 


said mother, “you may invite 
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walked home from school with him each day. He 
put their names under Jim’s. Then there was Bill. 
Down went his name. “And, let me see,” he mut- 
tered. “There are Don and Charles, who help me 
with my arithmetic when it’s too hard.” He wrote 
their mames. “And I mustn’t forget Harold. He 
always shares his candy with me; and Ronald, who 
lets me use his skates sometimes; and Andy, who 
lets me ride his bicycle.” 

“Now how many do I have? Jim, Dick, Al “ 
There were nine! And mother had said not more 
than five! 

“Mother,” he shouted into the kitchen, “you’ve 
got to let me invite more than five, please. I already 
have nine names, and I haven’t even started on the 
girls. There are Mary and Alice and Lynn and 
Barbara and Gladys and the others. Please let me 
invite them all. I can’t leave any of my friends out.” 








Now let us watch Jesus inviting people to heaven. 
Can you see Him sitting on the cloud, with all the 
multitudes of people around Him? There are mil- 
lions of people there, billions,.in fact, all wanting 
to be saved. Jesus looks them over carefully. Whom 
do you suppose He is looking for? His friends. 

Most of the faces He doesn’t recognize. All their 
lives those people were looking away from Him. 
They were looking at television thrillers, or they 
were down at the theater gazing at the show, or 
they were buried in the comic books. All Jesus ever 
saw was the backs of their heads. 

But see, there’s a face He knows! “Don’t look so 
frightened, Mary,” He says kindly. “I couldn’t leave 
you behind. You always talked to Me every morn- 
ing and every evening. You faithfully read your 
Bible so I could talk to you. And remember the 
time Rosalyn came to school without any lunch and 
you shared yours with her? Weren’t we all happy 
that day! We have had so many good times together, 
you will have to come with Me. Gabriel, please 
hurry over and get Mary.” 

“Lord, Lord,” shout many of the people as they 
see the angel picking up Mary. “Save us too!” 

But Jesus brushes them aside. “Run away,” He 
says. “I don’t know who you are.” 

He continues to look the multitude over carefully. 
Then he sees Bob. “Bob, I want you to come,” He 
says. ‘““You’re a good friend of Mine. Every morning 
you knelt down and talked to Me, and then you 
opened your Bible and let Me talk to you. In the 
still of the night, and all day long while you were 
at school, you listened to hear if I had anything 
to say. When I asked you to do something, you 
were always glad to do it. You have been a good 
friend while on earth. I want you in heaven too. 
Gabriel, please go and get Bob.” 

So Jesus will look at every face, searching for His 
friends. Not one friend will He leave behind. 

Are you getting acquainted with Jesus? I hope so. 


Your friend, 


JACK GOURLEY, ARTIST 
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CHAPTER 1, MISSING THE BUS 








It was ten miles to the junior 
academy. Jennie Belle insisted 


on going, bus or no bus. 


Through 
Sun and Rain’ 


By BETTY STIRLING” 


HERE is that bus?” Jennie 

Belle Ridge stopped short at 
the barn where the school bus 
should have been. “I know I'm 
early.” She dashed to the road to 
see whether it was parked by some 
of the orange trees, and almost 
bumped into Don Parker. 

“There it goes,” he said dis- 
gustedly, pointing to the far end 
of the valley. The bright yellow bus 
was disappearing over the hill as 
he spoke. 

“Now what shall we do?” asked 
Jennie, still panting from her mile- 
and-a-half walk from home. 

“And the first day of school at 
that!” added Don. 

A plump woman walked out of 
the orange trees near the bus barn. 
When she saw Jennie and Don she 
nearly dropped the bucket she car- 
ried. 

“Oh, dear, oh, dear! You poor 
children! I completely forgot you 
would be riding the high school 
bus this year. Bill—he’s the bus 
driver, you know—he just asked me 
whether there would be any riders 
from this end of the valley this year. 
And you know, I told him there 
were only young children up here. 
So he left early. Said he had to pick 
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up a big load in San Lucas. You 
poor things. What will you do?” 

“I suppose we'll walk,” Don 
growled. He turned and _ stalked 
down the road. 

Jennie looked from Don’s back 
to Mrs. Black’s astonished face, then 
giggled and followed Don. 

“Listen, you lazybones, I know 
you wouldn’t walk the nine miles 
to Encinas for nine dollars.” She 
tossed her head gaily. “You know 
how forgetful Mrs. Black is. You 
couldn't expect her to remember for 
three months that we had finished 
the eighth grade, could you?” 

“Suppose not,” grunted Don. 

“Cheer up, and let’s think of 
what we can do. My dad has al- 
ready gone to the shop. Is your dad 
home with his pickup?” 

“No. He took a load of eggs to 
the hatchery early this morning, and 
won't be back till noon.” 

“I know!” exclaimed Jennie. 
“Mrs. Lafayette teaches at one of 
the grade schools. Maybe we could 
go with her.” 

“A really bright idea, Jennie! 
And it’s only half a mile to her 
house. Let’s hurry.” 


They trotted down the road at 
a pace that made Don puff. Jen- 
nie, who was used to fast walking, 
enjoyed it. They had gone about 
half the distance when they saw 
Mrs. Lafayette turn out of her drive- 
way, away from them. 

“Oh, no,” groaned Don. 

“She saw us,” said Jennie. “She's 
turning around!” 

A few minutes later Mrs. Lafa- 
yette stopped beside them, and they 
gratefully climbed into the car be- 
side her two children, Frank and 
Evelyn. 

“Have you two registered yet?” 
asked Evelyn, as her mother started 
for town again. 

“Oh, sure. Last week,” said Don. 

Evelyn turned to Jennie. 

“No, I haven't,” Jennie said 
slowly. “You see 

“Oh, it’s all right,” interrupted 
Evelyn. “Many students don’t reg- 
ister until the first day of school. 
You don’t have to.” 

“But I'm "Jennie tried to 
explain. 

“Tll help you,” Evelyn inter- 
rupted again. “I love to help stu- 
dents register.” She unfolded a large 
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paper listing the class schedules and 
began describing the subjects. 

Jennie, seeing that it was useless 
even to attempt explanations, set- 
tled back to enjoy the scenery. 

When they reached Encinas, Mrs. 
Lafayette stopped on the corner of 
Elder and Willow streets to let 
them out. 

“You may get your ‘daily dozen’ 
by walking up the hill to the high 
school,” she suggested smilingly. “I 
have to stay on Willow Street to go 
to the grade school where I teach.” 

Don and Jennie thanked her for 
bringing them to town. Then Jen- 
nie turned to go down the hill as 
Don, Frank, and Evelyn waited for 
a break in the traffic to cross Wil- 
low Street. 

“Why, Jennie, where are you go- 
ing?” asked Frank. “The high school 
isn’t that way.” 

Jennie turned back. “I was trying 
to tell you in the car,” she explained. 
“IT am going to church school this 
year instead of to the high school.” 

“Why, Jennie, are you crazy?” 
demanded Evelyn. “Today isn’t Sun- 
day; it's Monday.” Then her face 
lighted up. “Oh, you don’t go to 
church on Sunday anyway, do you? 
You go on Saturday. Does your 
church have a day school too?” 

“Yes,” said Jennie. “It has a jun- 
ior academy here in Encinas. That 
means eight grades plus one year of 
high school.” 

“Of all things!” exclaimed Don. 
“I never heard of such a school. But 
good luck, anyway.” 

“Same to all of you,” replied Jen- 
nie. “Bye now.” She started down 
the hill. 

It still didn’t seem really true 
that she was going to attend a 
church school. But there it was, a 
small dark-brown frame building 
squatting beside the red-brick 
church. 

It was early, and the white dou- 
ble doors were locked. She wished 
she could have attended the first 
week of school, but of course she 

To page 10 
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JMV’s SOLVE PASTOR’S PROB.- 
LEM, LEAVE HIM CHUCKLING 


Jr. Wendell Pohlman, Reporting 


The pastor was feeling blue. He 
had a good idea, but he couldn't 
carry it out. He wanted to have a 
Vacation Bible School, and he 
wanted children who were not Ad- 
ventists to come to it. He hoped 
some of them would go home aft- 
erward and tell their parents that 
they should go to the Adventist 
church. 


It was a good idea. He had teach- 
ers to teach the classes. He had a 
building where the classes could 
meet. He had many books and pic- 
tures for the children to use. 

But he didn’t have any children 
to sit in the classrooms. He felt very 
sad. 

And then the JMV’s came to his 
rescue. On the Sabbath afternoon 
before the school was to begin, they 
went to all the houses near the 
school building with handbills, tell- 
ing about the Vacation Bible 
School. They told all the children 
they met how much fun they would 
have if they came. 

The pastor watched them—and 
began to feel better; but he still 
wasn't sure. 

The opening day of school ar- 
rived. Children flocked in. Many of 
the Adventist Juniors came—and 
brought non-Adventists with them. 
Then a whole group of non-Advent- 
ist children who had got the hand- 
bills came too, sixty-five all told. 
The next day there were more, and 
the next, more still. Eighty-seven 
came one day. 

The children had a wonderful 
time. The teachers, led by Opal 
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On this page every week there appear stories of what Pathfinders and JMV’s are doing around the 
world. These are accounts of Junior youth who are going places for God. They are ‘‘on the trail 
with Jesus, our Master Guide. Send a report of what your club is doing. It may be printed herc*! 


Winterfield, were so busy they 
hardly knew what to do. And as for 
Pastor F. F. Bush, well, he was so 
proud of the Juniors of the Toledo 
(Ohio) church that he’s been 
chuckling to himself ever since. 


JUNIOR YOUTH DIRECT. 
CHURCH SERVICES 


L 


Juniors take over the Sabbath 
school and church services every 
third Sabbath in the month at the 
Glenville church in Cleveland, 
Ohio. 

They have their own church elder 
too, instead of the regular pastor. 
He is Stephen Battles, a student at 
Oakwood College. 

They also have their own Jun- 
ior board of deacons, of which 
James Edmonds is the chairman. 

Beginning with Sabbath school, 
the JMV’s fill every office. For 
church service they usually have a 
guest minister preach the sermon, 
but it is the Junior choir that sup- 
plies the special music. All the chil- 
dren are Negroes, and the singing 
is beautiful. The pastor says the 
Juniors do a wonderful job. 





A DAY IN THE CANYON 
YEd Markle, Reporting 


At 6:45 A.M. Sunday an eight- 
car convoy left the Santa Monica 
Bay Area Pathfinder Club headquar- 
ders for its first all-day scouting- 
outing. 

Forty Pathfinders in six units had 
assembled, with the captains direct- 
ing. The scribes had checked equip- 
ment, food, and supplies. Each of 
the units had planned their break- 
fast of eggs, potatoes, bread, and 
hot chocolate. 

Our destination, Foster Park, is 
five miles north of Ventura. We un- 
loaded in a breezy canyon, and soon 
campfires were lighted for the units 
to cook breakfast. Appetites were 
good! 

A fine trail led through the 
wooded hills, and all six units ful- 
filled the requirement to “track a 
one-half mile trail in twenty-five 
minutes” amid many hazards, in- 
cluding poison oak. 

Along the river we studied the 
required trees, insects, flowers, and 
plants. 

We had a very fine dinner served 
cafeteria style by the counselors, and 
broke camp at 4 P.M., praising our 
great MV Captain for His guidance 
and protection on this wonderful 


day. 


U.S. AIR FORCE PHOTO 


PATHFINDERS VISIT interesting places. 
These are the members of the Napa (Cali- 
fornia) Pathfinder Club posing beside one 
of the U.S. Navy’s fast jet fighters, on 
their tour of the Hamilton Air Force Base. 
They were told that this F-89 Scorpion 
costs $3,500 every time it takes off! On 
another tour they went all through a 
C-97 transport plane and inspected a B-26. 
Like all Pathfinders, the Napa club mem- 
bers have a lot of good times together. 
Watch for “Through the Year With the 
Napa Pathfinders” coming next week, 
with pictures and ideas for your club. 
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THE MV HONOR The earth is only 
a very small part 
. of the solar sys- 
tem around our 
sun. This system 
in turn is only a 
spot in what as- 
tronomers have called a gigantic 
island universe, or galaxy, composed 
of thousands of solar systems rotat- 
ing like a wheel about its axle. 
With the two-hundred-inch tele- 
scope at Mount Palomar astrono- 
umers are beginning to think that 
tne numberless universes are not 
islands but part of a still larger plan 
rotating about a common center. 
This we have reason to believe, 
from The Great Controversy, page 
677, is the throne of God. 
Astronomers have found that the 
Milky Way is made of millions of 
stars and a certain amount of star 
dust and gases. But why should 


IN STARS 





ILLUSTRATED BY THE AUTHOK 


From far away our sun would look like a little star in the Milky Way. Coming 
closer, we would see the planets circling the sun. Closer still, we would see 
the earth. Many stars are really huge Milky Ways of millions of solar systems. 





there be so many stars together in 
a strip across the sky? 

Try to imagine our universe as 
an enormous wheel made up of 
stars, suns, planets, comets, and all 
that is found in the heavens. If 
you should look at the side of the 
wheel, you would find the stars 
fairly evenly distributed over the 
area. If you should look at the edge 
of it, you would see them densely 
concentrated over a long, narrow 
band. But if you were inside the 
rim of the wheel as our earth is, 
you would see stars all around you 
and also a dense band of stars run- 
ning across the heavens. This is the 
Milky Way, our view of our uni- 
verse. 

In the heavens there are a num- 
ber of nebulae. These are areas of 
gas and star dust of irregular shape. 
A well-known one is the nebula of 
Orion in the middle star of the 
sword. 

There are also a number of nebu- 
lae that whirl about in a disk shape 
like the one in Andromeda, and 
also the one in the Big Dipper. 
These are examples of island uni- 
verses such as the one of which our 
world is a part. In these astronomers 
see from time to time new stars 
appearing. This seems to show that 
the hand of God is still at work 
in new creations in the far corners 
of infinity. Actually the things as- 
tronomers see happening now in 
those far-off places happened before 
the world was formed. 

It is hard for us to understand 
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The UNIVERSE 


By HARRY BAERG eh) 


Li 
Answering Questions: 3. “How fast does light travel?” 
8. “What is the Milky Way?” 


the great distances that are found 
in the heavens. The other day I saw 
an advertisement for a small pair 
of field glasses that would enable 
one to see ten miles. Actually that 
doesn’t mean a thing. You and I 
can see forty-eight trillion miles 
with ease on a clear night. That is 
ut as far as Sirius, one of the 
byt febt, Kars sin the heavens, is 
Fa se ys.2 * 
* TpesEwstars that show up so 
plainf} &@ us are merely in the fore- 
ground. Far beyond these in the 
pearly light of the Milky Way there 
are millions more, and _ infinitely 
farther the large telescopes reveal 
other immense galaxies so far re- 
moved that miles would be entirely 
too short to measure the tremendous 
distances. 
For this reason astronomers meas- 
ure distance in light-years—the dis- 


tance that light can travel, at the 
rate of 186,300 miles per second, 
in one year. This distance is six 
trillion, or 6,000,000,000,000, miles. 
When we find that the nearest 
spiral nebula, Andromeda, is 800,- 
000 light-years away, it would take 
19 figures to write it in miles. 
Now the world, as near as we 
can know, is less than six thousand 
years old. If we can see the light 
from a nebula 800,000 light-years 
away, it must have been created 
800,000 less 6,000, or 794,000 years, 
before our world. This reminds us 
that “before the mountains were 
brought forth, or ever thou hadst 
formed the earth*and the world, 
even from everlasting to everlast- 
ing, thou art God. . . . For a thou- 
sand years in thy sight are but as 
yesterday when it is past, and as a 
watch in the night” (Ps. 90:2-4). 
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OSES, the Mohawk Indian, 

dipped his paddle into the wa- 

ter. With the skill of many years 

he pulled it toward him, and the 

canoe shot gracefully down the rap- 
idly flowing stream. 

It was late autumn. Dark clouds 
scudded across gray skies. Leaves 
had already fallen from the trees. 
Skim ice was forming along the 
edges of the river. 

He was on one of his trapping 
expeditions. The canoe was loaded 
with food and traps, for he was 
hunting venison, fish, and furs to 
sell in order to buy food for his 
family through the winter. 

The stream was running narrow, 
swift, deep between steep rock 
walls. He looked at the icy foam 
and smiled. He knew that if his 
canoe should turn over he would 
soon freeze to death in water so 
cold. But he did not worry. He 
had never fallen out of a canoe in 
all his life. He had never even both- 
ered to learn to swim. 

For nearly seventy-five years he 
had traveled these streams and 
roamed these woods hunting, fish- 
ing, and trapping. He was famous 
all around as a dependable guide. 
A few years before, he had met an 
Adventist preacher and had given 
his heart to Jesus. He was baptized, 
and now carefully kept Sabbath. 

He smiled again. Everything was 
going all right. Soon he would be 
at the mouth of the stream. It was 
a good place for furs. 

Then it happened. 

His old rifle, which he had 


Moses sneered at the raging waters. 


Then, suddenly, his canoe 





OVERTURNED 


IN THE 


By MAURICE MONTGOMERY “ 


wedged carefully among the traps, 
worked loose. It began to slide over- 
board. He dared not lose it. He 
lunged, grabbing for it. It was the 
worst thing he could have done! 

The boat rocked wildly. Fright- 
ened, he pulled back, trying to bal- 
ance. But it was too late. The canoe 
tipped over—in twenty feet of wa- 
ter. 

In a moment his belongings sank. 
The paddles and the canoe drifted 
away in the swift current. He was 
alone in the water. There was no 
one to help—unless his new friend 
Jesus would. He breathed a quick 
prayer. 

The first thing, he realized, was 





RAPIDS! 


to get the canoe. In those rapid wa- 
ters it would soon gain speed and 
be far down the river. Something— 
was it the angels?—seemed to hold 
it back. He reached it. 

So far, so good. The hull of the 
canoe kept him from sinking. But 
he was shivering in the icy water, 
and getting colder every minute. 
Worse yet, the canoe was upside 
down, and he could not turn it over. 
And at that place the banks of the 
river were sO steep it was impos- 
sible to climb out. He would have 
to find a landing place downstream. 

He could not get into the boat. 
The paddles were gone. Clinging to 
the canoe with one hand, he pad- 
dled with the other. The angry wa- 
ter bounced him from side to side. 
Now he was rushing toward the 
rocks on this side; a moment later 
he was being hurled toward the 
rocks on the other side. His legs 
went stiff. The hand that held the 
canoe grew numb. With superhu- 
man will power he gripped it, hold- 
ing on for very life. To let go would 
mean certain death. The other hand 
ached with the cold. A great stone 
rose right ahead. The foaming, 
snarling water picked him up like 
a great hand, and threw him at the 
rock, trying to smash the canoe and 
drown him in the swirling torrent. 
If only he had still been in the 

To page 11 
JACK GOURLEY, ARTIST 
The boat rocked wildly. Moses tried in 


vain to balance. He was tipped into icy 
water twenty feet deep. He couldn’t swim! 
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BY THE CROCODILE 


HE crocodile had not blinked for 

nine minutes and forty-five sec- 
onds. He stretched himself com- 
fortably on the sandy riverbank. 
The hot African sun beat down 
while a few feet away the river 
splashed and rippled. It was a warm, 
lazy day. Swarms of insects buzzed 
over the water, and occasionally a 
bird call broke the stillness. 

All was peaceful. You would not 
think that before nightfall an Afri- 
can slave boy would nearly lose his 
life in the jaws of that crocodile. 

The sun felt good on his back! 
He pressed his long chin into the 
sand, and flipped his tail. The only 
thing he wanted in life was some- 
thing to eat. 

At this very moment a slave boy 
was hungry too. His master, Mr. 
Pires, was good to him, giving him 
all the food he needed. But Canturu 
wanted something special. Growing 
close to his master's house was a 
lemon tree. Hanging to the tree was 
the most delicious-looking fruit 
Canturu had ever seen. Every time 
he came near, his mouth watered. 
Lemons! How refreshing to suck 
one on a hot afternoon! If only 
Mr. Pires had not told him to leave 
them alone! Walking by the tree 
for the third time that afternoon, 
he stopped to look at them again. 

They were large and shiny, fully 
ripe, sweet and juicy. A gentle 
breeze blowing through the tree 
brought the lovely smell to his nose. 
He felt the saliva rush to his mouth. 
“Canturu, what are you doing?” 
Mr. Pires called. “Get about your 
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work, young’un. Quit standing there 
all day like a lazy water buffalo 
and leave those lemons alone!” 

Canturu moved. It did not pay 
to make Mr. Pires angry. He had 
felt the sting of the slave whip 
across his shoulders before and did 
not wish to endure it again. But he 
wanted one of those lemons. 

Down at the river the crocodile 
opened his great jaws. More than 
fifty teeth were ready for instant 
action. He enjoyed lying with his 
mouth open. Perhaps, he thought, 
some sleepy animal, not looking 
where it was going, would walk in 
by mistake. 

Canturu went on his errand. His 
mouth was dry. His tongue was 
sticky. Even though he drank much 
water, it was not enough. He 
wanted something to suck that 
would keep his mouth cool and 
moist. And nothing could do that 
better than lemons—Mr. Pires’ lem- 
ons. Walking over. the dusty path, 
he imagined himself back at the 
tree. Mr. Pires was handing him a 
lemon. He cut it with his hunting 
knife, and the juice ran out. He 
pressed one half against the end 
of his tongue. Then, lifting it, he 
squeezed gently, and big drops of 
sweet-sour fluid poured into his 
parched mouth. It was glorious. 

“Ouch!” He had stubbed his bare 
toe against a rock. He didn’t have 
any lemons after all. And if he 
didn't get moving, Mr. Pires might 
thrash him for taking so long. 

The crocodile closed his mouth 
unhappily. The sun was sinking to- 





ward the horizon, and he hadn't 
caught a thing. Dragging his body 
in the sand, he waddled to the wa- 
ter’s brink. Perhaps he could catch 
a few fish. He slipped in, and with 
one or two strokes of his mighty 
tail glided up the river. 

Canturu had returned from the 
errand, but he had not forgotten 
the lemons. He could think of noth- 
ing else. He didn’t want anything 
else. The bell rang for supper, but 
he did not go. He didn’t care for 
supper. He wanted lemons. 

And then an evil thought sprang 
up in his mind. 

The crocodile was having no 
luck. He swam this way and that, 
back and forth across the river, but 
to no avail. He dived deep under 
the surface, but caught only a few 
little tiny things which made him 
hungrier than ever. 

Canturu played with the evil 
thought. It might work. Anyway, 
he thought, it had a better chance 
of working than any other plan. 
He slipped noiselessly up to the 
house, and silently peeped through 
an open window. It was as he had 
hoped. Mr. Pires was eating supper. 

“Goody. Now's my chance!” 

He tiptoed back to the lemon 
tree. He knew he shouldn't do it. 
He knew his master would whip 
him if he found out. But just then 
Canturu didn’t care. He walked 
close. Several lemons hung within 
easy reach. They smelled so good! 
He touched one. Clutching it tight, 
he pulled gently. 


The crocodile snapped his jaws, 
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disgusted. Fishing was no good this 
evening. He straightened his tail, 
dipped his mouth till half of it was 
all that showed, and remained mo- 
tionless. Anyone would think he 
was just an old log. 

The lemon came off in Canturu’s 
hand. Suddenly he felt a great surge 
of strength. He had proved to him- 
self that he wasn’t afraid of Mr. 
Pires’ whip. He was grown up now, 
he thought, and able to make de- 
cisions for himself. Quickly he 
pulled off several more. 

He took them to a little spot he 
knew not far away, where he was 
hidden from the house. He cut one 
open. He sucked it, squeezing the 
delicious juice into his thirsty 
mouth. It was wonderful! Why had 
he been afraid to do this before? 
He sucked another, and another. 
This was life! 

The last lemon had been opened 
and squeezed. It would yield no 
more. Then Canturu noticed that 
not all the juice had gone down his 
throat. Some of it was still on his 
hands. Some was still around his 
mouth. If he went back to the 
house now, everyone would know 
what he had done. Someone would 
tell Mr. Pires, and that gentleman 
would be sure to punish him. 

Suddenly that whip became very 
real. It could sting and cut. 


He had stolen the fruit. He 
should confess. But he determined 
to cover it up. He must wash. 
Where? 

He would 
river. 

The crocodile blinked, his evil 
eye seeming to turn inside out as 
he did so. He would not blink 
again for seven minutes. During 
that time he would see everything 
that came near the bank of the 
river. 

Canturu ran. He had duties, and 
would be expected back at the 
house soon after supper. The river 
was not far off. He glanced at it 
quickly to see whether there were 
any crocodiles. There was no dan- 
ger. Only an old log floated near 
the shore. 

He knelt to wash. 

Snap! 

“Ouuuw! He-e-l-p! H-e-l-p"— 
splutter! “H-e-l-p!” The crocodile 
was pleased. He had his supper at 
last. Closing his grip securely, he 
made off for an island in the middle 
of the river. 

What a price to pay for a handful 
of lemons! Would he die? Why had 
he taken them? Why had he tried 
to cover up? Do boys have to pay 
for their sins even in Africa? 

The crocodile pulled him under. 
He struggled, waving his arms, 


have to go to the 





forcing his head 
up again. “Help,” 
he screamed. 
“Help!” The river 
was not far from 
the house, but ev- 
eryone was inter- 
ested in supper. 
No one had noticed that Canturu 
was gone. Certainly no one thought 
he was being carried off by the 
crocodile. 

“Help!” he screamed again. 

The crocodile came close to the 
island. Reeds grew along its edge. 
Eagerly Canturu grabbed them and 
held on. The crocodile pulled. Can- 
turu pulled. 

“Help!” he cried. “The crocodile 
is eating me! Help! I won't eat the 
lemons any more! Help!” But his 
words were blown down the river 
on the evening wind. Would no 
one come? 

The crocodile pulled again. He 
was making progress. Canturu was 
getting tired. Soon he would give 
up, and then 

Supper was over. The slave boys 
were walking around. “Wonder 
where Canturu is tonight,” said one. 

“Don’t know,” said another. “Lis- 
ten! did you hear that? Someone's 
screaming for help, down by the 
river!” 

The boys were off in a flash, rac- 
ing across the field. One quick 
glance over the water showed them 
what was going on. They jumped 
into a canoe, seized the paddles, 
and shoved off for the island. 

The crocodile was very pleased. 
This little boy, he thought, would 
make a tasty supper indeed. It was 
a nuisance that he had got hold of 
the reeds, but he was tiring fast, 
and would have to let go soon. 

And just at that moment some- 
thing began to hit the crocodile— 
something coming in hard and fast, 
all over his head and down his 
back. The boys had arrived in the 
nick of time! They were beating 
the crocodile with paddles, sticks, 
stones, everything they could lay 
their hands on. 

The crocodile was disgusted. He 
liked to have his supper in peace. 
Why did these boys have to come 
along and make so much trouble? 
“Bother it all,” he thought at last. 
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Canturu looked carefully for crocodiles. 
There was only an old dead log floating 
near the bank, so he knelt down to wash. 
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“If they are going to keep this up, 
I'm going to get away from here 
and find something else to eat.” He 
let go and swam away. 

Canturu was safe. But he was far 
from well. The boys helped him 
into the canoe. The crocodile’s teeth 
had cut into his thigh and ab- 
domen, and there were long gashes 
where the animal had scraped him 
with his claws. 

Of course, Mr. Pires had to be 
told everything. What he did to 
Canturu I do not know. I do know 
that he was a kind man as slave- 
owners go, and probably realized 
that Canturu had suffered enough 
for his sins. As for Canturu, he 
learned a lesson that day which he 
never forgot to the end of his life. 





Through Sun and Rain 
From page 4 


had to wait until the high school 
opened so that she could have trans- 
portation on the bus. 

“It’s wonderful to be here at all,” 


she said to herself. Seeing no 
benches, she sat down on the front 
sidewalk under the* whispering 
eucalyptus trees to await the arrival 
of someone else. 

Soon she saw a neatly dressed 
man and woman walking briskly 
toward the school. 

“Those must be the teachers,” she 
thought, and stood up to await their 
arrival. 

“Good morning,” the man 
greeted her. “Are you a new stu- 
dent for our school?” 

“Yes, sir,” answered Jennie. 

“We are glad to have you. My 
name is Morgan, and this is my 
wife, Mrs. Morgan, who teaches the 
lower grades. What is your name?” 

“Jennie Belle Ridge. 1 am in 
the ninth grade.” 

“Fine. Come in now, and I shall 
assign you a desk.” 

Mr. Morgan gave Jennie a desk 
in the second row from the win- 
dows. After writing her name in 
the enrollment book, he asked, “Do 
you live here in Encinas?” 

“No, I live in Sycamore,” she 


said. “My home is about ten miles 
from here by the shortest route.” 

Jennie excused herself and went 
out to see Mr. Runyon, the school 
board chairman, who arrived at that 
moment with his daughters. 

“Why, Jennie!” he exclaimed. 
“You were able to come after all!” 

Jennie smiled happily. 

“I was talking with your mother 
last Sabbath,” he continued. “And 
she still didn’t see how she could 
arrange to send you.” 

“Will you go to the high school 
and pay for my transportation on 
the school bus, please?” Jennie 
asked. 

“That I will do,” he said. 

Jennie gave him an envelope 
containing her first month’s tuition, 
her bus fare, and some money for 
the books. 

“Mamma had to sell some of her 
nicest chickens to scrape up this 
much. You know, daddy doesn’t 
want me to come here at all, so he 
wouldn't give her any money.” 

“That was good of your mother,” 
said Mr. Runyon kindly. “Good-by 
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now. I'll come back about one- 
thirty or two oclock and let you 
know about the bus fare.” 

The classes in algebra and New 
Testament history were interesting 
to Jennie. Mr. Morgan was an ex- 
cellent teacher, and the scenes 
seemed to come to life as he taught. 

The first class after lunch was 
ninth-grade English. The recitation 
was over when Mr. Runyon re- 
turned. He called her into the front 
hall. 

“Jennie, the news is not so good,” 
he began abruptly. “I talked with 
Bill Bensen, the driver of the bus. 
He said that he has an unusually 
large load this year, and therefore 
cannot promise to take you.” 

“Oh.” Jennie tried to swallow the 
lump in her throat. What if she 
wouldn't be able to come to church 
school after all? Oh, that couldn't 
be. The Lord had led her this far, 
she was sure. She must have faith 
to believe He wouldn't desert her 
now. 

“Bill did say that he would take 
you the rest of this week, free.” 

Jennie tried to pull her thoughts 
back to what Mr. Runyon was say- 
ing. 

“But he said that after this week 
you would have to find some other 
transportation.” Mr. Runyon paused. 
“Do you think you had better try 
to stay in church school if you have 
no assurance of a way to come?” 

Jennie stared unseeingly at the 
pattern of sunlight and shadow on 
the rough floor. What should she 
do? The problem was hers; she 
couldn’t run home to ask mamma. 
But she could pray. She had cer- 





tainly learned to do that in the last 
uncertain weeks of summer. 

“Tl stay in church school,” she 
replied slowly. “It will work out 
someway. 

“A good choice, Jennie. I'm sure 
the Lord will help you.” 

Mr. Runyon turned to leave, then 
stepped back suddenly. “By the way, 
Jennie. The high school let out at 
noon today, instead of the usual 
three o'clock. Good-by.” 

Jennie was dumfounded as the 
meaning of his words sank into her 
mind. The high school closed at 
noon, and it was now two oclock! 
That meant that the bus had already 
gone, and she didn’t have a way 
home tonight. Oh, what was she 
going to do? 

“I might as well stay for my last 
class,” she thought. “Maybe I can 
think of a way.” 

(Continued next week ) 





Overturned in the Rapids! 
From page 7 

canoe, he thought, with the paddle 
to guide, he would have known ex- 
actly what to do. He could have con- 
trolled the boat easily. This way, 
however, half drowning beside the 
canoe, he was almost. helpless. 

But Jesus had not forsaken him. 
He knew how faithfully this Indian 
had obeyed Him. He called the 
angels and sent them to his assist- 
ance. 

Eagerly, desperately, Moses 
searched the riverbank. Soon, he 
knew, he must get out of the water 
or perish from the cold. He could 

















not hold on forever. But there was 
no place to land. On and on he 
went. Still the rocky canyon walls 
rose high and steep from the surface 
of the water. For about a mile he 
bobbed along, miraculously steering 
the canoe past every danger. At last 
he saw what he wanted—a little 
beach. If only he could reach it be- 
fore the current swept him past. 
He did! 

The Lord had saved him from the 
river! He paused to thank God and 
regain his strength. But he could 
not rest long. Though exhausted 
from the furious struggle, he knew 
he must keep moving. His clothes 
were soaked with freezing water. 
How long it would be before he 
became ill with pneumonia he 
could not tell. And if he got pneu- 
monia, he would probably die. He 
made sure the canoe would not 
float away, and started off through 
the forest. For a long way he 
trudged over rough hilly ground be- 
fore his weary eye saw the light of 
a fire, and a friendly settler gave 
him food and warmth. 

This is a true story, and the most 
wonderful part of it is that Moses 
did not suffer even a slight illness, 
although he was seventy-five years 
old. In fact, after only two or three 
days’ rest he returned to the scene 
and salvaged everything but one lit- 
tle trap from the river bottom. 

The old red man still lives in that 
country of lakes and streams. When 
he told me the story he said, “I have 
always tried to serve God, and when 
this accident happened to me I, 
prayed to Him, trusted in Him, and 
I know He kept me.” 


COPYRIGHT. 1953, BY REVIEW AND 
HERALD (ALL RIGHTS RESERVED) 

















1. The male hummingbirds had arrived a week or two earlier than 
the females. Soon one of them saw the busy nest builder at her 
work and playfully began to chase her through the bushes. 2. When 
she stopped to rest on a branch the male’ hummer began _ his 
courting flight. Making a wide “U,” he flew back and_ forth 
over the place where the female sat quietly watching him. 3. The 


male flew faster and faster. The ‘“‘U’’ became higher and more 
narrow as he dived down with harsh cries and zoomed up again 
just in time to miss the watching bird on the branch. 4. Finally 
he became so worked ¥ in his frenzy that he flew straight up 
above the female to a height of about sixty feet. He was really 
anxious to impress and win the pretty little bird. He was succeeding! 
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N YOUR five-inch piece of card- 
board tubing, carefully punch 
( with ice pick or nail) two holes, in 
line with each other and about one- 
fourth inch in from each end. These 
are the holes through which you 
will later insert the two longer ma- 
chine screws described in the last 
article. 

About one-eighth inch farther in 
from one of the holes, and one 
fourth the distance around the tub- 
ing from it, punch two smaller holes 
about one-eighth inch apart. Now 
take one end of your spool of wire, 
insert about five inches of it into 
one of the smaller holes then back 
out through the other, pulling it 
tight. Be careful not to pull the 
cardboard apart between the holes. 

Now begin winding your coil, 
rotating the tubing while someone 
firmly holds the spool of wire. Put 
twenty turns of wire on the tubing, 
keeping them straight and tight 
and so close together that you can- 
not see the tubing underneath. 
Then, being very careful not to let 
your wire slip, punch three small 
holes right alongside the last turn 
of wire, on the same side of the 
tubing as the holes through which 
you started the wire. Now cut the 
wire, leaving about five inches be- 
yond the end of the last turn. 

Slip this extra wire into the top 
hole and back out through the cen- 
ter one; pull it fairly tight. 

Now begin the second part of 
the coil. Insert the end of the wire 
left on your spool through the Jor- 
tom hole and back out through the 
center one. This makes two wires 
coming out through the center hole. 
Have the second wire the same 
length as the first and twist them 
lightly together. 

Now begin winding a second coil 
on the tubing, going right on from 
where the first one stopped, leaving 
a blank space of about one eighth 
of an inch. 

After you have wound on thirty 
turns of the second coil, make a 
loop in your wire, on the same side 
of the tubing as the other wires 
that are sticking out. Make this loop 
about three or four inches long, 









YOUR OWN RADIO 
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PART TWO 


scrape the enamel from it, and twist 
it tightly together. Then go right 
on winding the coil, leaving xo 
blank space on the tubing. Be care- 
ful not to let the coil slip while you 
do all this. 

Wind eighty more turns, then 
cut the wire, leaving about five 
extra inches. Slip this through a 
hole punched right by the last turn 
of wire, then back out through an- 
other hole about one-eighth inch 
farther toward the end of the tub- 
ing. It will help to have someone 
count all the turns of wire with 
you to be sure you make the right 
number. 

Now your coil is complete. It is 
the very heart of your radio set. 

To mount the coil on the base- 
board, begin with the corner braces. 


Screw one of these on each end of 
the baseboard about three-fourths 
inch from the back. Have them up- 
side down with the corner standing 
up in the air and the loose end of 
each brace pointing toward the 
loose end of the other. 

Now bend these back and forth 
slightly until the holes in the corner 
braces match the first holes you 
punched in the cardboard tubing. 
Slip the longer machine screws 
through both the cardboard and the 
corner braces and tighten the nuts 
on the bolts, holding the coil firmly 
in place. Have the loose wires point- 
ing toward the front of the base- 
board. 

Now you are over the big hurdle. 
The rest of the assembly is very 
simple. 





SEAWEED IN YOUR HOME! Dead 
seaweed plants smaller than grains 
of sand have sharp corners, cutting 
dirt, and are used in scouring pow- 
der. Other seaweed grows a hundred 
feet. 





“CAUGHT BY THE CROCODILE” 
tells the story of an incident that took 
place exactly one hundred years ago. 
The famous missionary David Living- 
stone stayed several weeks in the 
home of Mr. Pires. 


FOOD IN HIS TAIL. The Gila mon- 
ster is a scaly reptile. He lives in the 
desert and has a thick, ungainly tail. 
But though the tail is ugly, it some- 
times saves his life, for in it he stores 
nourishment to be used when fresh 
food is hard to find. 


THE COVER is by Cy La Tour. 
OCTOBER 14, 1953 / 13 


















‘aici coinage tec ita 
bs vs ideitnsartnges ee 





teas £ een 


ve wes 


JUNIORS — 3 


ga 


Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


I\V—Remembering the Humility of Jesus 


(OCTOBER 24) 


Lesson Text: John 13:1-17. 


Memory Verse: “Ye call me Master and Lord: and ye say well; for so I am. 
If I then, your Lord and Master, have washed your feet; ye also ought to 
wash one another’s feet” (John 13:13, 14). 


Guiding Thought 

Jesus had looked forward to cele- 
brating His last Passover with His 
disciples, but, to His disappointment 
and sorrow, they came to the upper 
room with resentful feelings and 
strife over which of them should be 
the greatest and sit nearest to Christ. 
Furthermore, none of them was will- 


The disciples were silent. Jesus, who was greater than any of them, was humbly 


ing to humble himself to perform 
the part of a servant and wash the 
feet of the others. “The whole life of 
Christ had been a life of unselfish 
service. ‘Not to be ministered unto, 
but to minister,’ (Matt. 20:28), had 
been the lesson of His every act. But 
not yet had the disciples learned the 
lesson. At this last Passover supper, 
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washing their feet. Thinking deeply, they realized how selfish they had been. 


14 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


Jesus repeated His teaching by an 
illustration that impressed it forever 
on their minds and _hearts.’—The 
Desire of Ages (1952 ed.), p. 642. 


ASSIGNMENT 1 


Read the lesson text and the guid- 

ing thought. 
ASSIGNMENT 2 

Jesus Loves His Unloving Disciples 

1. As the apostles met with their 
Lord to celebrate the Passover for 
the last time together, of what was 
Jesus deeply conscious? (John 13:1, 
first half.) 

2. Despite the fact that there was 
a spirit of strife and pride among 
the disciples and that one of them 
had already agreed to betray Him, 
how did Jesus feel toward them all? 
(Verse 1, second half.) 


NOTE.—"His thoughts of what He 
Himself must suffer were ever con- 
nected with His disciples. He did not 
think of Himself. His care for them 
was uppermost in His mind.”—The 
Desire of Ages, p. 643. 

3. What knowledge gave Jesus 
courage even though there was 
strife among those who should have 
been giving Him help and support 
in His most trying hour? (Verse 3.) 

NOTE.—‘‘He knew that the Fa- 
ther had given all things into His 
hands, and that He came from God, 
and went to God. He had a full con- 
sciousness of His divinity; but He 
had laid aside His royal crown and 
kingly robes, and had taken the form 
of a servant. One of the last acts of 
His life on earth was to gird Himself 
as a servant, and perform a servant's 
part.”—The Desire of Ages, p. 645. 


ASSIGNMENT 3 
Jesus Perjorms the Work of 
a Servant 


4. The pride and strife in the 
disciples’ hearts had to be dissolved, 
or they would not be able to bear 
His departure and carry on His 
work. But Jesus did not talk to 
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them about this proud spirit on 
this occasion. He taught them a les- 
son by His own example. What did 
He do as the wondering disciples 
looked on in astonishment? (Verse 
4.) 

5. What service did He perform 
for the disciples? (Verse 5.) 


NOTE.—"The disciples made no 
move toward serving one another. 
Jesus waited for a time to see what 
they would do. Then He, the divine 
Teacher, rose from the table. Laying 
aside the outer garment that would 
have impeded His movements, He 
took a towel, and girded Himself. 
With surprised interest the disciples 
looked on, and in silence waited to 
see what was to follow. ‘After that 
He poureth water into a basin, and 
began to wash the disciples’ feet, and 
to wipe them with the towel where- 
with He was girded.’ This action 
opened the eyes of the disciples. Bit- 
ter shame and humiliation filled their 
hearts. They understood the unspoken 
rebuke, and saw themselves in alto- 
gether a new light.’-—The Desire of 
Ages, p. 644. 


ASSIGNMENT 4 
Jesus and Peter 
6. Jesus went from one disciple 
to another, and, kneeling down, 
washed the feet of each in the basin 
provided for the purpose. What did 
Peter exclaim as Christ came to 


ren had been washed in the great 
fountain opened for sin and unclean- 
ness. Christ acknowledged them as 
His. But temptation had led them 
into evil, and they still needed His 
cleansing grace. When Jesus girded 
Himself with a towel to wash the 
dust from their feet, He desired by 
that very act to wash the alienation, 
jealousy, and pride from their hearts.” 
—The Desire of Ages, p. 646. 


ASSIGNMENT 5 
Jesus and Judas 


9. When Jesus had said of the 
disciples, “Ye are not all clean,” 
He had referred to Judas, who had 
never experienced a real cleansing 
from sin. Did Jesus know the 
treachery in this disciple’s heart? 
(John 13:11.) 

10. Did the knowledge that one 
of the disciples was 40 betray Him 
cause Jesus to make any difference 
as He washed the feet of the 
twelve? (Verse 12.) 


NOTE.—“The _ disciples knew 
nothing of the purpose of Judas. 
Jesus alone could read his secret. Yet 
He did not expose him. Jesus hun- 
gered for his soul. He felt for him 
such a burden as for Jerusalem when 
He wept over the doomed city. His 
heart was crying, ‘How can I give 
thee up?’ The constraining power of 


that love was felt by Judas. When 
the Saviour’s hands were bathing 
those soiled feet, and wiping them 
with the towel, the heart of Judas 
thrilled through and through with the 
impulse then and there to confess his 
sin. But he would not humble him- 
self."—The Desire of Ages, p. 645. 

11. After Judas had closed his 
heart to Jesus during the Last Sup- 
per, what sad thing happened to 
him? (Verses 26, 27.) 


ASSIGNMENT 6 
Following Christ’s Example Today 

12. In washing His disciples’ feet 
Jesus acted the part of a servant for 
His own servants. How did He call 
their attention to this fact? (John 
13:13.) 

13. Since Jesus in humility and 
love washed His disciples’ feet, 
should not we be willing today to 
do the same? (Verses 14, 15.) 

14. What commandment are we 
keeping when we do this? (Verses 
34, 35.) 

ASSIGNMENT 7 
NAME three everyday household ar-» 
ticles mentioned in thig 
lesson (John 13:5, 28). 
three parts of the body men- 
tioned by Peter (verse 9). 
the two disciples who were 
mentioned by name. 
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him? (John 13:6.) /¢ 
NOTE.—"Christ’s condescension 
broke his heart. He was filled with 
shame to think that one of the disci- 
ples was not performing this service.” 
—The Desire of Ages, p. 645. 
7. What reply did Jesus make to 
Peter’s protest? (Verse 8.) 


NOTE.—"The service which Peter 
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me Ch . od Pia = * 8 = You can do these puzzles on Sabbath afternoon. You may look up the texts to find the answers. 
cleansing. Christ ha come to was Then, when finished, check the correct answers at the bottom, and see how many you got right. 
the heart from the stain of sin. In s { 


refusing to allow Christ to wash his A 
feet, Peter was refusing the higher 5 
cleansing included in the lower. He 
was really rejecting His Lord. It is ¢ 
not humiliating to the Master to al- 
low Him to work for our purification. 
The truest humility is to ‘receive with 
thankful heart any provision made in books, in jumbled order, are listed on the . Rahab’s helpful string. Joshua 2:18. 
our behalf, and with earnestness do sight. How many can you match? . Pavement in the king’s palace. Esther 
service for Christ."-—The Desire of 1:6. 





¥ Fa Z 4 








( i- 
9 \. 
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What Book Is It In? er? 
By OLLIE J. ROBERTSON %| 


See who can find the answer first! 


1. Manna. Ex. 16:31. 


In what Bible book would you look to 
read about the following stories? The 
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1. The Shipwreck of Paul a. Esther ’ * ‘ 
Ages, p. 646. : ie Galanos tae 4. Esau’s hair. Gen. 25:25. 
8. Peter understood the signifi- 3. The Fiery Furnace ¢ Gonesis 3. Benjamin's cup. Gen. 44:2. 
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He exclaimed, “Not my feet only, 8 The ate of Many Coleys E isetthew 8. Mordecai’s royal clothes. Esther 8:15 
but also my hands and my head.” _9. Marching Around Jericho —i._ Judges 9. Levite’s garments. 2 Chron. 5:12. 
What reply did Jesus make to this 10. The Story of Queen Esther — j. Joshua 10. Joseph’s neck chain. Gen. 41:42. 
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to be washed. So Peter and his breth- 








Scenes from the Pathfinder Club 
at College View, Lincoln, Ne- 
braska, E. P. Heinrich, director. 
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Horseless carriage, streamlined 
plane—take your pick. Seventy- 
five Pathfinders are in the club. 
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These eighth graders have been 
organized as an official Civil 
Defense unit. Watch them drill! 


PC 


Is she sick? These Pathfinders 
will know how to tell when 
they finish their first-aid course. 
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Clear the tracks! The Beavers at 
will soon have their locomotive 
“highballing” down the rails. 
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